72              AFTER    THESE    MANY    QUESTS
consumption of enough boot, metal polish, and soap to keep a battalion of the Guards in trim for duty at Buckingham Palace. Each item was marked down in annas, pice and pies, showing the cost to a twelfth of a penny. He was a natural genius at accounts. I used to raise a feeble protest at first, but his pained, reproachful air was too much for me.
My next move was to go, bone-weary, to the office to mark diary events with the initials of the most suitable reporters; also to study the opposition journal, the Bombay Chronicle, to see what we had missed. The nationalist Bombay Chronicle was apt to be rude about the Times of India, which it called " the old woman of Bori Bunder, with its tin-can appendage the Evening News." The Chronicle had been edited by an Englishman called Horniman who was a Congress sympathiser, but at this particular time he had been deported by the Bombay Government. He returned during my chief reportership and my facetious description of the enthusiastic scenes earned golden opinions in the Times office and fresh torrents of abuse from the Chronicle, which described it as "another fit of abnormal stupidity and malice." To me this Eatanswill Gazette business was a joke, but to them a deadly serious matter.
In fact our whole attitude towards Indian politics was one of irritation and intense boredom. The educated Indians were obsessed with politics to the exclusion of all other interests. Gandhi's influence was growing steadily and the white khaddar uniforms were already to be seen everywhere. His non-co-operation and non-violence movements gained in strength from day to day. We sensed that we were livino-on a volcano and sometimes mere annoyance gave place to anger. European opinion had been almost solidly behind General Dyer at the time of the Amritsar "massacre," and when high-minded Sir Stanley Reed championed the Indian point of view he incurred open hostility. It was muttered in the oflice that Time* of India men were being blackballed from the Yacht Club because of this.
One member of the staff, known as Old Bill, used to brood over this grievance when he visited us in the chummery to drink with Jay. Tie endlessly recited his own version of the Amritsar affair. "There they were, old bean, millions